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destroy civilisation; man will have to rise against it sooner or later. . . . Capital, unpaid labour, wage-slaves, and all the rest—stuff. . . . Look at these plates; they were painted by machinery; they are abominable. Look at them. In old times plates were painted by the hand, and the supply was necessarily limited to the demand, and a china in which there was always something more or less pretty, was turned out; but now thousands, millions of plates are made more than we want, and there is a commercial crisis; the thing is inevitable. I say the great and the reasonable revolution will be when mankind rises in revolt, and smashes the machinery and restores the handicrafts.
Goncourt is not an artist, notwithstanding all hia affectation and outcries; he is not an artist. II me fait Veffet of an old woman shrieking after immortality and striving to beat down some fragment of it with a broom. Once it was a duet, now it is a solo. They wrote novels, history, plays, they collected bric-a-brac—they wrote about their "bric-a-brac; they painted in water-colours, they etched—they wrote about their water-colours and etchings; they have made a will settling that the bric-a-brac is to be sold at their death, and the proceeds applied to founding a prize for the best essay or novel, I forget which it is. They wrote about the prize they are going ta found; they kept a diary, they wrote down everything they heard, felt* or saw, radoiage de vieille femme;s dying of machinery; that is the great disease, that is the plague that will sweep away andfail to understand;" also thy settings of                                j
